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nas 1\*\»\ > INTRODUCTION.
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THE reafon that I appeared in public was, that I
tad often been grieved to fee, and hear, bow that day wvas
improved : By fome drinking and quarrelling, and fome pro-
faning the nume of that Gop who delivered us.— Which
put me in mind of the deliverance of the children of Ifrael
from the tyrannical powers of Egypt : And after their de-
liverance, aere commanded to keep that day in rememberance ;
and fpeak of it to their children, as they fat in their houjes,
and as they walked by the way ; and to manifeft their love
and obedience to their Gop, that delivered them. And when
they improved their time in this way, they were a people the
mofl highly favored of the Lord of any nation on earth ; and
came off conqueror over all nations. But when they profa-
ned the name of the Great Gop, and bis Sabbaths, and defpi-
Jed his avonderful works, repeated judgments came upon them
Jrom Heaven ; and many of them fell into the hands of

their enemies under tyrannical powers again.

And it is evident, that the fame Gop shat delivered them,
delivered’ Anlérica frem’ the powers of Britais. And ever
Since we bave been the'moji * highly favored of the Lord of
any nation on eartk. - But Jf abc go on profaning the name
of the Gop of Heaver:, 1a difubedlitnce and rebellion, and
make light of his wonderful work, we may: depond upon bis
Jending repeated judgmenis wpon. this lund § énd therely ave
Jball expofe ourfelves to come under tyrannical pawer again.
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OME all you young Americans,
Pofleflors of the {oil ;
I pray that you would now attend :
Toyou, Oh! men I call.
Come hear my voice, I will rehearfe
What wonders Gop hath doney
Here in this howling wildernefs,
Before that you were born.
A land of plenty and of peace,
With joy you call your own ;
A land of liberty and eafe,
A kingdom fcarcely known.
But Oh ! what have you heard them tell !
Have not your fathers told
How many- thoufands vitims fell,
In blood their garments roll ?
Oh ! call to mind Columbia’s voyage,
Who firft this land efpied ;
Who but the Lord could be his guids,
Through raging wind and tide.
Perils by land, perils by fea, ,
He often pafled through,
To find this land of liberty,
. That now belongs to you.
After this voyage, there was a door
Of refuge for to flee
F¥rom enemies (who rage and roar)
T’ enjoy their liberty.
It was fixteen hundred twenty,
Our Englifh fathers fled ;
s And here they found a great plenty
Of land, but not of bread.
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Though Plymouth was a barren land,
Yet they the Lord would praife
For treafures that lie in the fand,
And ’bundance in the fea.*
Our fathers left their native land,
And crofs’d the raging fea,
And were preferv’d by Gop’s right hand,
T’ enjoy their liberty.
The liberty they had in view,
It was to worfhip Gobp ;
Tled from their perfecuting crew,
T’ enjoy a fafe abode.
’T'was tribulation more or lefs,
They daily pafled through,
Here in this howling wildernefs,
Fill’d with a favage crew.
Almighty Gob they did adore,
For his abounding love;
Though enemies did rage and roar,
Thzy enjoy’d the heavenly dove.
And that was liberty indeed
‘That worldings do not fee !
From {in and bondage they were freed ;
*Twas glorious liberty !
Some Indians, though a favage brood,
They ftood in awful fear,
Saying, Englifhman, his Gop is good ;
Chofe rather peace than war.
' But after thofe, a number came
Off from the Britifh land ;
As for their views, twere not the fame,
They were a eruel band.
To rob and fteal, they were engag’d,
Of the poor Indians ftore ;
And fet the Indians in a rage,
For to proclaim a war.
§rom time to time the war increas’d,
The Indians rage and yell ;
But the poor faints their Gop would praife,
Though hundreds vi&tims fell.

* Meaning the clams and fifb they canght.



L 5 ]

And after thefe, a number more
Profefs’d this liberty ;
But pray examine their errory
#And you may plainly fee.
They whipt, and hang’d, and banifh’d fome,
That I do now believe
Are gone to their eternal home,
In Chrift for ever live.
And fome they made to pay a fine,
Their charges to defray,
Becaufe they could not with them join,
And fay as they did fay.
But Oh! what liberty is this !
Here in this gofpel day,
When forty fhillings, more or lefs,
Poor faints compell’d to pay !
Compell’d to pay, or t’ prifon go,
Or pay a certain fum
‘To minifters, who did not know
The gofpel’s trumpet found.
And for thefe crimes, and many more,
Gop’s judgments they came down ;
Small arms and cannon they did roar,
The earth in trembling {found.
After I came cn the ftage,
The French war did commence,
And in that war I was engag’d,
To ftand in our defence.
As for the fuff’rings we went through,
My tongue nor pen can’t tell,
Till we obtain’d the victory,
Though thoufands vi&ims fell.
After this war, this land had peace
But for a little fpace ;
And then came on Great-Britain’s forge,
Was worfe than all the reft.
To fee their numerous fhips of War,
Come thundering all around,
And threat’ning vengeance from afar,
On our defencelefs towns.
To fee the cruel tyrants rage,
And hear their cannon roar,
A¢g
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And Britifh powers were all engag’d,
To take away our ftore.

Our harbours block’d, our towns in flames ;
Oh ! what an awful fight!

To {ee the poor Americans,
In trouble take their flight !

And then purfu’d by Britfh troops,
All arm’d and tutor’d well ;

Oh'! could we have a glimpfe of hope
When thoufands victims fell !

Females, and males, and children too,
Fellin their barbarous hands;

And hired another favage crew,
To take our frontier lands.
Three hundreds more they fell a prey,
Into the Savage hand ; |
Fir’d by night, butcher’d by day,
All by this cruel band.

And in the yelr of fev’nty fix,
I did engage as one,

To leave my family, and fix
For to defend our town.

And in that year, ficknefs prevail’d
In almoft every tent ;

Many deferted from our field,
And to the Britons went.

Many poor men fell in the hands
Of that inhuman crew;

We can’t defcribe by tongue nor pen
What fufP’rings they went through.

This very year we were proclaim’d,
As Independent States : '

Oh ! wond’rous way, Gop has ordain’d
For us to liberate !

T’ve often thought it fimilar
To what the Lord had done

‘With Gideon’s three hundred men,
That lapped with their tongues.

They went with pitchers, and with lamps,
To engage the Midions ;

Sword ofgthe Lord, cry’d round the camp,
And fword of Gidecn.

v
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While fetting of their watch by night,

The alarming cry was made;
The numerous hofts then took their flight,
From Gideon’s army fled.
Let us adore that mighty Gop,
Who made our foes to flee ;
And left this land of our abode
To enjoy our liberty.
Let us the name of Gop adore,
For love that {fo abounds ;
For fince the cannon ceafe to roar,
The gofpel trumpet founds.
From land to land, from fea to fea,
His glorious work has {pread,
"To bring poor finners for to fee
By fin, that they are dead.
And then 10 hear the joyful found
Of free and fov’reign grace,
Balfam to heal for ev’ry wound,
And follow Jefus Chrift.
Oh'! this is liberty we need,
To follow the dear Saviour !
'Who has from fin and bondage freed
Ev’ry true believer. |
After the enemy was gone,
And left this land in peace,
I travell’d on from town to town,
And preach’d from place to place.
Dear chriftian friends, hear me rehearfe
The wonders of the Lord,
Here in this howling wildernefs,
And be his name ador’d.
"T'was feventeen hundred eighty-two
I left my native place,
The Eaftern country for to go,
To preach Gop’s fov’reign grace.
Two hundred miles I came, or more,,
With a large family ; '
May I the name of Gop adore,
For his fupplies for me.
Inthe firk year I often pafs’d

Through rough and rugged roads,
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Here in this howling wildernefs,
The place of my abode.

And as I pafs’d frem town to town,
And iflands of the fea,

No church or minifter did find,
In fellowfhip with me.

But I believ’d there was a Gob,
And he was on his way,

To bring down finners by his word,
The gofpel to obey.

While I was mufing on the way,
How {weet my minutes roll’d,

I found a man clear as noon day,
Which rejoic’d my very foul.

To fee him {tand on Pifgar’s top,
And view the promis’d land,

And bold in holding Gop’s truths up,
Clear in the gofpel plan.

I never faw this man before,
O Pifgar’s top he ftood ;

He made the gofpel trumpet found,
To warn them in the wood.

He foon became a ranger bold,
The gofpel to difplay ;

The truths of Gob did not withhold,
But labour’d night and day.

Full fixteen years he travell’d on
In this wide wildernefs ;

Many fons and daughters were born,
Through rich and fov’reign grace.

And then his body was infirm,

- Which caufed him to ceafe !

But ftill holds up the gofpel plan
Of free and fov’reign grace,

Anud after many {ons were born,
Through rich and fov’reign grace,

Gob rais’d a fiumber, well adorn’d,
For to fupply his place.

Now far and wide the gofpel founds,
Here in this Eaftern land ;

To finners grace do much abound,
Which comes from Gop’s right hand.
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When we began churches to form,
Our numbers were but fmall ;

But when we faw that grace adorn’d,
Oh ! that wasall in all !

*Twas tribulation more or lefs,

- We daily paffed through ;

But when we were forely opprefs’d,
We multiply’d and grew. |

When we faw this great {alvation,
Our churches number three,

We form’d an aflociation,
And we did well agree.

This duty then it was perform’d,
When eighty-fix commenc’d ;

Let us adore the mighty Lord
For our additions fince.

In the year eighteen bundred four,
Our churches forty-nine 3

Two thoufand brethren, if not more,
In union well combin’d.

And as our number was fo great,
Thought proper to divide ;

One on the weft of Kennebec,
And one on t’ other fide.

And one of themis Lincoln call’d,
The other Bowdoinham ;

Glory to the Eternal All,
We are become two bands.

Now glory to the dying Lamb,
Who died and bled for me ;

Let all the brethren fay amen,
And fing the jubilee.

Come brethren, look upon my head,
What do you fee me have ?

You fee me drawing near the dead,
The tokens of the grave.

‘When 1 depart, I leave you here,
I leave you with the Lord ;

Oh! may you all henceforth appear
To be of one accord.

And'if I never fee you more
While we on earth remain,
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Ok ! may we meet on Canaan’s fhore,
And never part again:

Where we may join to fing Gob’s praife,
And all his wonders tell,

And triumph in his holinefs,
So brethren now farewell.

I’m now advanc’d to a great age,
Almotft three fcore and ten ;

Ere long, ard I fhall quit this ftage,
S0 I conclude, amen.
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